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PREFACE. 



TT OWEVER much the proclivity may be depre- 
cated, the reli$h for Poetry is the most sus- 
taining — the most solacing — the most noble of the 
attributes of the human mind. Without such a 
succour, this world with its hard ways could be 
easily valued, if not sold. Everything that ex- 
cludes poetry is either mercenary or depraved. It 
is easy, no doubt, but very cruel, to keep human 
life circumscribed within the range of the wants of 
poor animal necessity. It is merciful — grand — 
heavenly — ^worthy of our exalted organization, to 
liberate the mind of that life, and draw out of it the 
intrinsic polish of its dormant susceptibilities. This 
is indeed the work of literal regeneration. Not 
thousands merely, but alas ! millions of unprivileged 
mortals, die unconscious of the felicity of this 
second life. Many who are rich, as well as very 
many more who are poor, have never felt one 
spark of the true fire scintillate in their bos^-owssk. 
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The clink of the counting-house and its associ- 
ations are, to many of the former of much greater 
moment than divine ideas. Let them live in their 
heaven, and pay their homage to the dross that 
perishes. The bliss they shun is free for all ; and 
it is wonderfully worth the care which it requires 
to develop its enchanting truths. More elevating 
enjoyment cannot be felt here, and no mortal can 
be dissatisfied who has once got into the sublime 
sunshine. 

Poetry not only seasons and vitalizes religion, 
but it makes a man what religion professes to 
make him ; for the very power of religion lies in 
its poetry. Take out of the Bible its poetry, and 
a very poor skeleton would remain. With all the 
dry details in the writings of Moses, that masculine 
Lawgiver was also a masculine Poet. He prefaces 
his works with a splendid picture that moves the 
mind from chaos to creation. Awe and beauty 
constitute the figure-head of his ship, which has 
now stood the storms of thousands of years, and 
been the consolation of many generations. And 
as the Bible begins, so also it ends, in poetry. Its 
substrata, its surfiUsft. *nd its fathomless depths. 
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are all imperishable poetry. The " Songs of 
Zion," as well as* the precepts and parables of 
Galilee, are loaded with p6eftic embellishment. 
While the "'Good King" sings "The heavens 
declare the glory of God," ^i "Good Shep- 
herd " tells of "lambs in His bosom," — proclaims 
the supreme beauty- of "the lilies of the field," 
and the Providence that " cares foi* a sparrow,** — 
cheers the " weary and heavy-laden," and not only 
commands us to "love our enemies," but backs 
up the immortal maxim with that dying example 
which will live till all human hearts have ceased — 
" Father, forgive them ! " 

Science and philosophy may conduce to strip 
poetry of its charms — religion of its hopes — and 
man of his pleasures. I trust, however, when 
properly learnt, that they do not do so. But they 
never can change the seasons of the year, nor alter 
the smallest law that obeys the foregone fiat — 
" Let there be." Nor can they take from the mind 
its innate fond devotions, nor pervert its native 
flexibility, which makes its thoughts recur as 
fresh for ever as the varying tides, the changing 
moon, the shades, the auftjil&tve, ^tvdi 'Ccv^ ^O^vcv^ 
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hours. We can get poetry out of all these revo- 
lutions. Death has its poetry — the most elo- 
quent of all — the marvel of hushed Omnipotence 1 
Words are lost, when that Almighty solemnity 
holds its sceptre over stunned witnesses ! But it 
is the power of poetry. Everything that has 
to do with the affections of the soul belongs to 
poetry : take it away, and life is a disgusting 
sensibility. 

Invisible, but absolute reviewers ! Judges, in 
courts secluded and profound ! To you is given 
the mission of introducing us to the world. With 
you lies the responsible prerogative of testing and 
proclaiming the merits or mistakes of our preten- 
sions. I have been doomed to feel your lash, and 
I have also been rewarded with your favour. The 
remembrance of both has exercised, no doubt, 
some influence in regulating the thoughts herein 
presented. I may now add, not without regret, 
that this is probably the last time you will have 
an opportunity of pre-analyzing the compositions 

of 

J. L. L. 

London^ October 1875. 
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IT LOVES TOO MUCH. 

It loves too much ! This pent-up passion realm 
Toils for disputeless power ! This daring heart 
Clings to its red rebellion like a slave 
That makes himself his despot ! 
Loving to agony woe that captivates, 
Regret that blinds, repentance that endures ; 
Raging to be ungoverned and let loose — 
Loose as the lawless winds that fling their force 
Out into unseen lengths, and stretch their bent 
Of violence through space that checks not, 
But confers unlimited concurrence. 
Lending to minutes, bursting with desire, 
A roomy region to complete their hours. 
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From some unvaulted reservoir of mind 
It must have come ; some ceaseless surging sea. 
Which matter feels, but cannot sound its depths — 
Too great for thought — for reason too severe ! 
I pine for one short intermittent cakn, 

One rest, to count how far upon the flood 
That waves me speechless to a chartless shore 
I've done my fate. But, like a race that's on, 
There's only motion, fast as fast can drive, 
To find the loss or gain that's at the end. 
And the fleet steed — on which with mounted wings 
Love sits, with eyes that dart their fires abroad. 
Proclaiming passion's hate to be controlled — 
Tugs hard beneath the reins that Reason pulls 
With galled hands ! Master and man are strong ; 
The union wrestles — joined, they both contend — 
Apart, life shuts — ^and locks the mystery ! 
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Do you ever Weep for me ? 



DO YOU EVER WEEP FOR ME? 

Do you in silence ever weep for me, 
When for thee my tears are flowing like the rain ? 
When this racked bosom heaves its anguish forth, 
Because these eyes thy features cannot see, 
O do you ever then once weep for me ? 

Delightful sorrow— best of all the joys 

The world can bring me when it brings not thee ; 

No other pleasure, when thy face is gone, 

Is half so welcome as the gush that flows. 

And keeps me still thy slave ! insatiate woes ! 

Stern fate ! my chastening governor, though thou 
Hast robbed me of my famished soul's bright sun. 
And clouded my remaining days with gloom, 
O leave me this one blessing I still keep, 

e 

The power to love her still, the bliss to weep ! 
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No other face nor new temptation send, 
For nought of life has power now to lift 
This mountain from the bosom it has crushed. 
The last of love has been extracted there. 
And left its fragments perfect for despair ! 

Mary I buoyant as the virgin flames 
That rise on frosty mornings' early fires. 
Can I for one fleet moment dare to think 
That you were insincere? or never felt 

What you professed, when you before me knelt ? 

1 cannot, will not think you did not feel 

As truly as your nervous lips expressed 

Those burning sentence^ithat came to me 

Out from your eyes, confirming the charmed voice 
That told me I, your Oswald, was your choice. 

I never doubted, and could slay the thought. 
If once my mind felt such intruder come ; 
But come he never dared, for my heart's ground 
Held no room for such unnatural foe, 
Who, not having come, never had to go. 



Do you ever Weep for me ? 

How shall I find the cause this chasm found 
Thus to debar from sight or sound of thee ? 
This wilderness that palls the soul's look out, 
That only emptiness and waste can see ? 
For all things are nothing which are not thee. 

The tide of life leaves dry the barren sands 
0*er which again it never more shall flow ; 
Sinking lonely — ^hoping vainly — gazing back 
Once more that precious face on earth to see ; 
But silence answers, No ! its not to be ! 
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TO WIN MY HEART, AND BREAK 

MY HEART 

To win my heart and break my heart 
' Is savage work, my Mary. 
The act that's last should have been first, 
Then all these floods that on me burst 
Would not have flowed for Mary. 

I could have stood your stern rebuff 

When first I called you Mary : 
My heart was then just hard enough. 
Though made of very tender stuff. 
To seek another Mary. 

But smiles and sighs and tearful eyes 

Of mine and yours, O Mary, 
Have so profoundly seized my mind, 
That now on earth I could not find 

One else to call my Mary. 



To Win my Hearty and Break my Heart. 7 

Through all love's advent paths we've trod 

Without a word contrary ; 
As time fringed round its roses gay 
On all the words we used to say, 

It blessed me with my Mary. 



But now Fm shunned and left forlorn, 

On life's wild cheerless prairie ; 
Where nothing knows, and no one cares 
For, this dissolving heart that bears 
The photograph of Mary. 
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FALSE HEART. 

Oh ! to find her almost bloodless fingers. 
Set so fine they scarce could crease a rose-leaf, 
(So much like leaves of roses in themselves,) 
Turn wrathful, and in bitterest contempt 
Plunge in the heart they once professed to love 
A deadlier weapon than the shafts of war ! 

In all God's work the devil has a share ; 
For after angels fell, the serpent watched 
The only form that ever rivalled them. 
To plant his fangs within. Till then 
The inside matched the outward symmetry. 
Perfect in thought, in love, and pure intent, 
Eve was all even, chaste, angelical.^ 
But into veins so opposite from earth 
Or sordid tendencies the devil gazed. 



False Heart. 

And the untainted crimson lapped the vice 
The subtle serpent falsely charmed it with ! 
O fatal contact ! cruel contagion cast 
Into the lottery of all men's lives. 
For woman, lovely woman, holds it still ! 
Or we should all be hallowed beings bom. 
Still in her shape we see the loftiness 
And beauty of her Maker's first design, 
Which nothing better could a man desire. 
But crafty hell, ashamed of its own fire, 
Takes shelter out of sight within the walls 
Of this fair mansion's tempting majesty. 
Restless it bides its time, and scarcely that. 
To tease, to torture, and distort the world ! 



• tm *- 



lo Deeds of Delight. 



ARCTIC EXPEDITION, 1875. 

Once again, British sailors, prepare for a race 

Into regions made colder than cold ; 
Where an enemy, stronger than all you can face, 
Keeps guard o'er his native impregnable place. 
Defying the bravest and bold. 

Though his flesh is but water, steel disintegrates 

Like the crumbs of a crust at his blast ! 
There's nothing can weather his loot nor his frown. 
When on his dominions the sun has gone down. 
And the key of long winter turned fast. 

Implacable ! absolute ! sterner than death ! 

He reigns the sole King of the Pole, 
Where he stands with his crown blushing red in 

the 'sky. 
Holding scornfully half of the world in his eye, 

As if he were lord of the whole. 
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Tis a beautiful crown, full of fire-waving plumes. 

Interwoven with jewels of stars. 
That this monarch unrivalled, unchallenged, dis- 
plays; 
Whose mandate unquestioned his empire obeys. 

Unpolluted with records of wars. 



His throne round a centre revolves like a wheel^ 

Whose axis is — what ? blank ? or, take care, 
Frightful vortex ! that dips through the earth to 

the south, 
Throwing upwards and downwards a ghastly long 
mouth! 
What of that would bold science declare ? 



Your exploit accomplished — when arrived at the 
goal. 

It would make you all laugh at each other. 
If instead of a possible perilous Pole, 
You discovered a^bottomless treacherous Hole 

That would tax Australia to cover ! 
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It's a secret, and dear is the price it will cost 

To find out the truth clean and clever. 
Fixed far beyond haunts of wild wolves and white 
bears ; 

Where the seals venture not, nor the reindeer dares, 
Nor walrus, nor whale, but cold weather ! 



" We are ready to go if the world were all snow, 

And the sky an iced arch overhead. 
We love these adventures, and want something hard 
To write in the blank of our nautical card, 

That the deeds being done might be read. 



" Whether good will result from the deeds we shall 
dare. 

Resolution and patience must test. 
We know it's a deadly outlandish starved place. 
For the magnet won't look at it straight in the face. 

But glances askance to the west. 
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** We have also a compass we can't go without, 

Set as true as the magnet on board ; 
Which, backward all over the seas left behind, 
Will constantly keep one attraction in mind, 
Where our love and our hopes are left stored. 



" And as the* ship's compass points but to one 
place. 
So this one looks thousands of miles for one face ; 
And trusts as it gets further up to the Pole, 
To retrace all the miles noted down in the soul; 
For the spirit — like stars' figured forms in the sky — 
Is a map to itself, like those brilliants on high. 
It prints its own record indelibly firm 
In the splendour of feelings that faithfully burn. 
And keep in the lamp of this life which we pray 
The breath of the north will not hasten away. 
Then, though it be years, and the dear ones should 

live. 
If we should return, what a welcome they'll give ! " 
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God speed you, brave sons of the ocean — still 

true. 
Hail ! hail to your courage that lustres the blue. 
Not only your kinsfolk and friends shall rejoice, 
But England triumphant shall lift up its voice 
To applaud you, and welcome you back to her 

shores. 
Where, if science is bettered, the honour is yours. 



n ooo » 
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THE CUCKOO. 

In the distance — Hark ! 'tis spring ! 
In the distance — on the wing — ] 
Faintly sounding — Lo ! I hear her ! 
Stronger now— approaching nearer. 
Blithe and brilliant — closer still, 
Making all my feelings thrill. 
There she flies, the faithful comer, 
Through the skies proclaiming summer. 
" Cuckoo ! " just the note and tongue 
I used to hear when I was young. 

The naked trees that frowned on snow. 
That frost could never coax to grow, 
That storm and darkness could not make 
Put on one leaflet for their sake, 
Have, in submission to her charms, 
Festooned their disobedient aTms \ 



1 6 Deeds of Delight. 

And spruce with rival dresses gay 
Spread loyal homage in her way. 
They never stir like this before 
Her voice is almost at their door. 

They know she loves things in their prime, 
And would not court what's marred by time ; 
So, lest they should become too old 
By one day's heat or one night's cold, 
They keep their frills and flowers concealed 
Till she has fairly took the field ; 
Then, on with chaste perfection cast 
They throw their garlands very fast ; 
And, bending as she passes by, 
Are honoured with her soft reply. 

How sweet is all this peace below — 
This paradise that comes to go — 
This birth-renewing world that brings, 
When winter goes, its charming springs ; 
Which, after every frost and snow, 
Make yellow-cups and daisies grow. 
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And when the time again comes round 
To kill their lives upon the ground, 
Earth, true to nature, saves their germ, 
For both are certain to return. 

A brilliant hope they each impart 
To every weak misgiving heart. 
They tell that, perfect bliss once made 
Dies never out, but suffers shade. 
A soul once placed within frail clay 
Is destined for a longer day 
Than the first summer of its birth 
Upon this bridge to heaven, called earth. 
When death to dust our winter throws, 
A summer looms through all his snows. 



•^/v^,•w%i w'v.xxN.'v. V v"^ vw 



1 8 Deeds of Delight. 



DEEDS AND TEARS. 

When November's fogs prevailed ; 

When December's sun was low ; 
When the summer's bloom had failed, 

And the ground was hid by snow : 
Then, through all the cold and gloom. 
Daily to his lonely tomb 
Faithful feet their course pursued, 
Bearing there her widowhood, 
There to feel that she stood near 
All that still on earth was dear. 
This was comfort, though it drained 
Tears that told such comfort pained ; 
But the pain the tears displayed 
Was affection's tribute paid 
For the bliss his life had sown 
In her soul now left alone. 



Deeds and Tears. 19 

Standing close to where he lay, 
Watching, loving, day by day. 
Constant in such deeds devout, 
Thus she wore the winter out ; 
And her marks of love there seen 
Were read in sprigs of evergreen. 

When March with hardened feelings went, 
And April wiped its eyes from Lent ; 
When joy again, to force down woe. 
Seemed bursting forth the flowers to blow ; 
Still, still was seen those faithful feet 
Repairing to their loved retreat. 
A little brisker now they tread 
As they approach the holy dead. 
Something in her hands she bears, 
That seems to give relief to cares. 
The winter's green she takes away. 
Then in the loose and vacant clay, 
Behold, with what pure feelings moved, 
She plants the flowers her husband loved. 
Shaped into heaven's coat of arms, 
A crocus cross the darling forms ; 
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And round the cross, where she finds room. 
She sets primroses in full bloom. 
And then her tender heart gives vent 
To one more gush of sad content ; 
And home again to seek repose 
She carries her submissive woes. 

God grant to. her, when she's laid low. 

As faithful feet to come and go ; 

As constant care, when all her hours 

Have done with weeping and with flowers; 

As loving tears to fall on her 

In winter, spring, and all the year, 

# 

As those that she herself repeats 

Over the silence where he sleeps. 

Such may not serve the dead, but O 

It sanctifies our living woe ; 

Makes purer deeds and feelings reign 

In the weak body we retain ; 

Gives to hope a brighter view 

Of something in the future true ; 

And though it grieves, and wears, and tries. 

Love's stronger still — but never dies ! 
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LOVES PHASES. 

All kinds of love, from infancy to age, 
That nature in the human heart repeats, 
I have seasoned and succeeded. 
The calm contentment of that early Love 
Which wraps the infant soul unconsciously 
Away from all the certain darts that wait 
To shoot across its future steps to death : 
A bliss that knows not its own birth, but lives 
As if it always lived and always shall. 
And I have faced the rush of sudden love. 
That, like a tempest on my heart's repose. 
Has made an ocean move ! a vastness that 
Till then I knew not such an atom held : 
An overplus of life, this dust that's man 
Finds credited sometimes to its account. 
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The motive power of all things here is love ; 
When not of second objects, then of self. 
The sordid and misanthrope single self, 
Unedened and unsanctified. 
The steadfast quiet — the ebullient fierce — 
And the isolated low — are forms of force 
That make the love of life. Shades of passion 
Working for an end, when found, they shrink from. 



There's yet another shade, or other love 
That never shades because so full of beams ; 
In whose rich light the earthly trio fade, 
As worthless gems shocked at a brighter jewel. 
Softer than the purest infant's love, 
Mightier than the robust love of age. 

Which rends the stormy passions of ripe life 

* 

Into results that mark the dying world. 
And totally estranged from morbidness 
That leans to selfish longings not of joy. 
Is that transcendent power which subdues man. 
When, full of thoughts of purity and heaven. 



Lovers Phases. : 

Some other mortal nobler than himself, 
But of his stamp, imparts a compound bliss, 
As motives, speaking through the sweetest acts, 
Type out mistakeless sentences, untold 
Except to native media^ through whose chords 
Celestial virtues blossom in our clay. 
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TAKE SOME COMFORT FROM WOE. 

If she has not said yes^ 

She has not yet said no ; 
In the midst of distress 

Take some comfort from woe. 
Give her time to reflect ; 

Give her time, Joe, to weep ; 
She commits no neglect. 

For she thinks in her sleep. 

There are two in the fray, 

And if you cannot rest, 
Think that half of the play 

Trembles in her own breast. 
You will love her the more, 

My dear boy, when she speaks. 
For her motive so pure 

In the silence she keeps. 
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She intends to be yours ! 

Let this thought cheer your heart, 
For like you she endures 

The long absence apart. 
Give her time to reflect ; 

Give her time, Joe, to weep ; 
She commits no neglect. 

For she thinks in her sleep. 

It's a question so grave. 

That the years she's to live 
Must be lost or be saved 

By the answer she'll give. 
You will love her the more. 

My dear boy, when she speaks. 
For her motive so pure 

In the silence she keeps. 
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DRIVING INTO MIDNIGHT. 

The hours advance with rapid strides, 
Through darkness and the daylight ; 

There's but a wink of time divides 
The longest day from Midnight. 



Life, with the hours, flies checkless on 
With all its morning hopes bright ; 

False hopes ! that never linger long, 
But vanish into Midnight 



Ambition will some minds enslave. 
And struggle hard to gain might ; 

But in its triumph finds the grave 
That shuts it up in Midnight. 
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Where are thy vast and gloomy stores, 

O Midnight — lonely Midnight ! 
That holds the loss this world deplores, 

And weeping, waits for Midnight ? 

Dost thou give no account of all 

Thou takest from the daylight ? 
The more you get, the more you call 

For fresh supplies for Midnight. 

Stay, workman, sweat not out your life ; 

Stay, ship, with all your sails tight ; 
Stay, warrior, wipe your scarlet knife ; 

There's no reward but Midnight 

Life is a cheating fancy, framed 

A victim to its own sight ; 
Which answers all the passions claimed 

By that great despot — Midnight ! 

O is it kind, or is it cruel. 

Ordained in mercy or spite. 
That man must illustrate the fool 

By dancing into Midnight ? 
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The wisest cannot longer stay 
Than the most forlorn wight ; 

Both wise and rich and poor obey 
The fatal march to Midnight. 

So on we drive to settled law, 
Through progress in its death-flight. 

Conceived, I came ; deceived, I saw ; 
Then fell before dark Midnight! 
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THIS BEAUTIFUL MORNING. 

Get up and come out, my love with me ; 
Get up and come out and view the sea. 
O the sea and the sun together have come 
Into life on this beautiful morning. 

The gay ripples beat 

The pulse of the deep, 
And rejoice in this beautiful morning. 



Waste not an hour of this brilliant day, 
For much too soon it will pass away ; 
So catch as it flies the delightful surprise 
That begins with this beautiful morning. 
Come down to the strand. 
Where the world looks grand 
In the smiles of this beautiful morning. 
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Thank God, my love, you have come with me ; 
For all these charms, my love, without thee. 
Could never impart that joy to my heart 
That you bring with this beautiful morning. 

God grant us long bliss 

Together, like this. 
On many a future bright morning. 

Like tides will rise grief, like tides let it falL 
Let's cherish these joys that come seldom and small \ 
For the minute they come, that minute they run 
For ever away from each morning. 

While you are with me, 

rU think but of thee, 
And thy smiles that grow dearrer each morning. 

God grant us both strength in that parting day, 
When one from the other He will take away ; 
And make us still one in that long life to come, 
When here we have seen our last morning. 

Then may we both rest 

In the earth's cold breast, 
To awake to an endless bright morning. 
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THE OCEAN. 

With Up, and breath, and welcome always free. 
Thy fields are open for the use of all : 
A volume never closed, whose type is set 
To music audible — ^tellii^ thy love : 
Favouring the blind man more than all the stars 
That never speak — coined in the "gold" that's 

" stilL" 
While thou, though sovereign too, stoops to the noise 
That "silver" in its " speech " so gratifies. 
Not only that, but thy sleek hand we shake. 
Which more than doubles our relationship. 
To see, to hear, to feel thee in thy life 
Awaken up those pure inspiring thoughts 
That pierce the portals of thy luxuries — 
Thou liquid Empire ! on whose tender " face " 
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' The " Spirit " of Almighty " God " first moved, 

When thee He kissed that He might thee adopt 

Thy desolation brought His pity down, 

Which gave thee out of chaos the best place, 

Throwing away " dry land ** in clusters far, 

To be thy slaves subservient to thy will. 

Perfect at once for ever He made thee, 

While brittle " earth " was doomed to change and 
toil. 



And so thou livest thy eternal life 
Mine of the great Jehovah t In thy depths, 
Which hold the world clutched beyond resistance. 
Amazement reigns regardless of man's fears. 
Thy peace can awe ! thy movement terrify ! 
Thy roar make heaven reverberate thy voice ! 
So great a throne has been vouchsafed to thee. 
Thy majesty surrounds our very doors, 
Fringing the basement of our living home 
With lawns that float us through th©- universe. 

Thus stamped with Royal lineage and claimed. 
Thy place is set, atid special rank assigned, 
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By Him who made thee — loves thee — calls thee 

"good"— 
Keeps thee in view, and turns thee round and round, 
Admiring all thy parts continually — 
Never relaxing. His arms constitute 
Thy ''evening" and thy "morning" — grasping thee : 
His face, thy faithful mid-day Sun : His hands, 
Clasped at thy back, thy night— -^hose fingers show 
Their rings of diamonds twinlAitig in theilark. 
Thus embraced, no wonder thou art proud — 
No wonder thou art rich — ^important pet ! 
Whose velvet mantle works its own ermine, 

New-edged with constant bristling on the shores. 
The motions of thy vesture show how high . 
Thy blood beats underneath its passiveness. 
Without thee, dead as cinders were this sphere — 
With dust and heat and nausea — tenantless, 
A scorchingSahara, but not a home. 



. »* 



• >' 
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LONDON ON A WORKING DA Y. 

A SEA of covered crimson flowing ; 

Thought and feeling in full play ; 
Hearts of millions onward going, 

Beating through a London day. 
Faster every filling hour — 
Faster moves the breathing power. 
Human nature overstriving — 
Where O where are people driving ? 

Thus adopted, what's the speed for ? 

Is heaven rushing too — away ? 
If so, then there's realty need for 

Such a panting every day. 
There is a goal for life's ambition, 

And toil is freshened by its fire ; 
The hope of some improved condition 

Burns into fury of desire. 
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An earthly prize — a rich estate — 

May be the phantom mosjt adored ; 
When won — if 'tis — it comes too late. 

Is just embraced, and then deplored ! 
And life gives up its shortness thus 

To grasp a golden rod that slays 
The slave who makes his god the lust 

Of wealth that robs him pf his days. 

Many feet are here through sorrow, 

Which never here again may tread, 
But miles away may be to-morrow. 

Walking round some patient's bed. 
No one knows his neighbour's mission, 

As he threads the hive's entwinings ; 
Each little brain's recluse partition 

Forbids a peep within its linings. 

Policeman " twenty " cries " move on " — 
" Block not the toiling public way," 

Where tens of thousands pass along 
Throughout the busy live-long day. 
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Streams of life like flowing fountains 
Flood the streets between the walls 

Of London's brick-and-mortar mountains. 
Like rapids destined for the falls. 

This long train has got a tender, 
And the engine never drives 
The destinies of human lives 

Without supplies made, strong or slender. 

The coals are gold, the water wine ; 

One, king of earth — one, king divine. 

With two such sovereigns to obey. 

Moves London every working day. 
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/ SAT IN THE VALLEY, 

I SAT in the valley where concord and peace 

Held the scenery round in a spell ; 
Such as make it appear down here on the earth, 
That everything owes unto heaven its birth. 
When everything goes on here so well. 

Gentle streams with their song 

As they rippled along 
Joined chorus to quieter notes that spoke 

On the leaf-tongued bows 

That shaded me there. 

Which notes were for hearts 

That could sigh in reply, 
And chant the sweet anthem of life, 

Giving praise to the power 

That permitted that hour. 
So free from all passion and slut^. 
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Serene, refreshing, ever-moving streams. 
Record you as you wear your channels down 
Any past facts of human history ? 
Bound in your limber bosoms do they flow ? 
Or speak within the sounds you alter with ? 
From chaos forth broke you and me alike ? 
Under the clamour of those early throes 
That flung the solids and the liquids round. 
Held we in unity one mite ? And did we 
Side by side in earlier darkness sleep ? 
Flowing now in thee are there any tears 
That once rolled down the cheeks of ancestors ? 
Or, was once thy cool and limpid liquid 
Blood, hot and reeking, spilt in battle's wrath ? 

This brow now moistened by the summer's heat ; 
These eyes that pay a tribute to thy love ; 
Bear they away what once flowed here before ? 
'Tis easy here to mingle them again. 
So flow the drops away from mortal eyes — 
Away — but never lost ! As absolute 
They are — as indestructible in truth 
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As the great ocean they are going to. 

Thy bulk no greater swells by their small weight, 

Yet by such measures the entire world. 

The sun, the universe, could be unbuilt, 

And packed away beyond the furthest light 

That indicates remotest nebulae. 
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WHILE MY HEART IS GREEN FOR 

THEE. 

While my heart is green for thee 

Come and take it. 
Graft it to the vital tree 
While its sap is young and free ; 
That the twain may grow together. 
So that he who tries to sever 

Needs must break it. 

While the stream of life is wide. 

Come, drink in time. 
Straight to living oceans guide. 
Float me out upon the tide 
Which fills thy bosom like a sea, 
Till my heart, singly seeking thee. 

Falls into tlime. 
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While our lips are undefiled, 

Let me kiss thee, ' 
That our joys alike may gain 
Strength from feelings made the same, 
Ere temptation tries to win. 
From eyes so pure, a glance of sin. 

And I miss thee. 

While I doat on thee sincerely, 

Darling, take me. 
It is not trifling, courting merely, 
But a step in life so dearly, 
That the fate of our careers 
Must be bliss or full of tears. 

As you make me. 

Tis done ! that glance — that stream that flows — 

Word-choking powers ! 
Have cut their .way in telling throes 
To where all true emotion goes. 
While yielding looks point out my rest, 
And mark my heav'n upon your breast, 

Which, now is ours. 
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CALMER MOMENTS NEVER WILL. 

Calmer moments never will 
O'er my dreaming spirit steal ; 
Sweeter thoughts will never rise 
Under purer bluer skies ; 
Kinder tones will never sound 
Over more contented ground ; 
Brighter hopes will never play 
Than those I felt in childhood's day. 

The bright — the kind — the sweet — the calm- 
Where have they passed to — whither gone ? 
Bleak manhood shudders for reply, 
As nought but silence rushes by! 
Silence, that is not rest — nor nothing — 
But a most momentous something ! 
Silence, that never once overlooks 
One tick of time in his blue-books ! 
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But with an appetite for hours 
Chalks every minute he devours, 
And fast as he deals pleasures out 
Destroys the work he is about. 

But, should I grieve that change is real — 
That nothing lives to curb its sway ? — 

Is grief the only thing we feel 
As time and motion drift away ? 

Ah, no ! the wing that sometimes flies 
Across the blaze of brighter hours, 

Flaps under rare and genial skies, 
And over fresh and fragrant bowers. 

Still, withered earth grows on my brow, 
And death creeps closer every night ; 

The knell proclaims the passing now^ 
And warns me to prepare for flight. 

One look again at life — the last — 
To thank the pulse that latest aches ; 

Then, succoured by the final blast. 

That calm will come which tvev^x Vyt^-^^V 
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THE MEMORY OF THE PAST. 

Not the moments we remember, 
But the lives that passed before them : 
Lives that in our life still live : 
Stronger with their actions done ; 
Deeper now their journey 's run. 
Like the printing of a volume 
As it passes through the press ; 
Now its permanent impression 
On our minds is witherless. 
The type 's unpacked and out of sight, 
But the subject 's full of light. 
The end has made the preface clear ; 
The winter has confirmed the year ; 
And laid the volume, neatly bound, 
Within our native burial-ground. 
Its title tells with half a look — 
Though closed the pages — sealed the book — 
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It tells (a needless tale to tell, 
For heart and memory know it well,) 
And teaches what is almost vain, 
Because the fact remains the same. 
But, what it teaches, what it tells. 

Is easy, now they're gone, to find : 
We knew them, and our bosom swells 

At the least trace they left behind. 
Love lives beyond the grave — it burns 

The brightest of all lights alive ! 
The truest tnith cold earth returns 

Flickers in bosoms that survive. 
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LIFE'S DA WN AND DECA Y. 

Sweet, sweet were life, if still its tide 

Of rapture flowed as pure 
When all its buds are open wide, 

As blossoms immature ; 
And unpolluted we could close 
Our evenings like a sinless rose. 
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CALAMITY. 

Calamity never despairs nor sleeps, 

But with assuageless vigilance keeps watch 

On all that's placid, prime, and beautiful. 

To crush — the moment there appears the chance 

That's sure to come — their brief perfection 

Which it hates. 
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LET THE WORKHOUSE CHILDREN 

COME, 

Born to feel the loss of freedom, 
Which more favoured children prize not ; 
Bom to rough submissive portion — 
Robbed of parents' soft affection — 
Never treated to home comforts 
Which they hear of, but don't see them. 
One fair afternoon don't grudge them 
For some play and small diversion. 
Life is short, and as they have it, 
Let them find some little pleasure 
In the sunshine on the mountain, 
Under clouds that God don't charge for. 
Let them lift their little eyes 
Upwards to the blessed skies. 
Take them where the trees and daisies 
Will bring smiles upon their faces. 
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We shall not grow poorer by it 

Be not selfish in our fun^ 
But let these poor orphans try it — 

Let the workhouse children come. 



Is there roughness in their features ? 
Are they not like us unable 

To prevent their own existence ? 
Must they have it and be needy ? 
Knowing we are better portioned, 
Must their clay to ours bow down ? 
O how this melts bosoms proper — 
Atoms flying for a moment 
In the beat of life so transient ! 
As it pants the flame rejects it — 
Down to earth the proud man tumbles ! 
Death pays no respect to riches. 
While we have the power to ease 
Woes that have befallen these, 
Let us, while they live to know it. 
Offer comfort, and bestow it \ 
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Treat them to a little scramble — 
In the fields a little run : 

Where we love ourselves to ramble, 
Let the workhouse children come. 



From Moses* law of sin descending 

From the fathers to the children, 

Let us turn to " grace and truth," 

And the bright example set us 

By that Saviour who loved infants, 

And to come to Him, invited 

Rich and poor without distinction. 

Children meek and children little, 

Yet untainted with deception, 

Undefiled and full of trusting, 

Looking up to bigger persons 

For direction and protection ; 

These were lambs within His eyes, 

Pure as rain-drops from the skies. 

These were gems that matched His nature ; 

Types of angels in the creature ; 
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Samples of the saints in glory, 

Living far beyond the sun — 
Mansions free for sinners lowly — 

Workhouse children there may come. 
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LOOK AHEAD FOR RUBBLES. 

While fair and bright to human sight 

Time's flight unfolds its morrows ; 
While heart beats light and purse keeps tight, 

The spirit feels no sorrows. 
Then don't despise reflection wise ; 

Expect both loss and troubles ; 
Be careful how you drive your plough, 

And look ahead for rubbles. 

Join hand to thought, as partners ought. 

When earnest in one calling ; 
And face the way through throbbing clay 

Of life that's rough and galling. 
With labour strained and patience pained, 

Each day may blow some bubbles : 
Don't hasten death with angry breath, 
But calmly meet l\\e rub\A^s, 
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There's more to mend — more to defend — 

Than honestly to work for. 
To get and keep, and go to sleep, 

Is half what life was made for. 
Then while one half can only laugh, 

The other groans and grubbles ; 
But don't despair while you take care 

To look ahead for rubbles. 



There's not in fate so sad a state, 

But worse ones might be found. 
There's no one knows the worst of woes, 

Who still lives over ground. 
For thousands go to the shades below, 

As Death his anguish doubles ; 
Desponding fast as they take their last 

Cold journey o'er the rubbles. 

Cherish to-day hope's cordial ray 
That beams from heaven's dome. 

While hours fly, keep steadfast eye 
On providence and home» 
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And pray for length of days, and strength 
T' escape the devil's smuggles — 

To find at last you have safely passed 
For ever all the rubbles. 
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THE RAIN AND THE WIND BEAT 
OVER HER NOW. 

The rain and the wind beat over her now; 

Through day and through night she lies cold. 
The sod and the green grass press on that bro^*^ . 

Which once my heart throbbed to behold ! 

O sparingly feed, little worm, on those eyes 
That once beamed with love on my own ; 

And tenderly havoc those lips I still prize, 
They're sweeter than all thou hast known. 

Let no careless foot unthinkingly stray 
To press on that hallowed green mound ; 

For sacred indeed is the spot where she lay. 
And holy the flowers that grow round. 
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THE MAN'S THE THING. 

Men make their nations what their nations are, 
And hold them to it till it grows a fate : 

The few of men who think, and feel, and dare 
To teach a people, and to guide a State. 

Imperial sweat alone can lay the dust 

That boisterous whirlwinds raise to blind their 
eyes: 
The sweat of greatness ! faithful to its trust — 

The true unflagging purpose of their lives. 

That man who moulds and guides his fellows' 
thoughts. 

Banks far more wealth than thrift or money gains ; 
His commerce rivals all commercial costs — 

He laughs at gold, and banks a nation's brains ! 
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SING ME A SONG. 

Sing me- a song in sweeter strains 

Than any sung before ; 
Find me a hope with truer claims 

Than those that hVe no more ! 

Is there a voice yet left to sound 
One treasured hope left clear ? 

Which might together here be found 
A dying heart to cheer ? 

For, every hope and charm and dream 

That I have here enjoyed, 
Are gone like bubbles on the stream, 

And left their places void ! 

Sing me no more those notes that die 

As fast as they are given ; 
But let your vocal powers try 

To feel some solid "kveavexv. 
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Bring me relief, for I am old ; 

False food no longer warms 
This failing body growing cold 

Before death's open arms. 

Sing me a song — the last — the best- 
O sing me something New ! — 

And help my soul that flies to rest 
To light on something True. 
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OTHELLO'S INCURRENCE. 

AN OPERA IN THREE ACTS. 

DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

Othello. 

Beelzebub, the Prince of Devils, 

bombello, ^ 

Frynello, 

Smartello, 

Targatti, 

KiDNAPPI, 

Blackenpan,/ 

Other subordinate Fiends of various grades and 

offices. 

Desdemona. 

AVEMO, ^ 

Lavinia, 

LiNTRUE, 

Memoly, ) 

Other Celestials and Attendants on Desdemona. 



^ Celestials. 



Scene — The Transition Element betiveen Here and 

Hereafter. 
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ACT I. 

Primary Transition — The Confines of Infernal Dominions, 
Othello sleeping on a low cotuh^ disan^ered. 

Enter BOMBELLO. 
Bom. Awake ! awake ! Othello the brave, arise. 
There's vengeance more for you in store 
Than tears in human eyes. 
( Walks round Othello, pointing at him with pitchfork.^ 

Enter Frynello. 
Fry. Awake, revengeful trader in blood ; 

A molten lake with a fiery flood 
Rolls raging hot for you. 
( Walks round Othello, pointing at him with pitchfork,^ 

Enter Smartei;.lo. 
Smar. Peace is ended for this dead man, 
And his torture must beg>tv. 
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Everlasting pitching over 
On a bed not made of clover 
Shall requite him for his sin. 
( Walks round Othello, pointing at him with pitchfork^ 

Enter Targatti. 
Tar. a noble fellow was this brave Moor ; 

He made the Turks fall down and roar ; 
Drove them into the surging sea. 
And then waged war with Jealousy ! 
O what a terrible change of work — 
A lady killed instead of a Turk ! 
A gem that lit the realms of the East, 
Knocked into dust instead of a beast. 

{Strikes Othello with pitchfork, then points at him and 

walks round.) 

Enter KiDNAPPi and Blackenpan, who join the 
otherSy and all walk round OXHELLO, singing 
in Chorus. 

Fiends, Blow blazes, blow, the flames rise fast ; 
Perdition seals repetvtatvce ^^s\.. 
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Scorching sabres flicker blue, 

Then red, then green, then golden hue. 

No sword can cleave a sharper gash 
Than burning brimstone's hottest flash. 



Bom. Halt. 

(The fiends suddenly hcUt^ and all strike Othello with 
their forks, Othello trembles and awakes.) 

Awake, lost soul ! and with the night, 
Fry. Quit all that ever sees the light ; 
Smar. Shake off* all joy, at once arise. 
Tar. And take your dose with open eyes. 

(Chorus) 

Fiends, A pretty game you've made for us — 
Smart young Sambos. 
(All the fiends jump round and face outwards,) 
A pretty game you've made for us — 
(Fiends jump round again^ facing inwards,) 
Smart young Sambos. 



Oth. Where am I ? WiXii viViom.? For what } 
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Fiends, In a jolly warm place, 
With very hot friends ; 
For an act of disgrace 
Past mending. 

Oth. Alas 1 my power and my life are gone ! 

Fiends. And so is your brilliant occupation. 

Oth. Yes, in the world they died, became extinct 
And for ever are, as if they had not been ; 
But why am I not so } 

Fiends. By-and-by you'll be sure to know, 

If you'll take things easy, 
The reason why you are not so. 
When further forward you shall go 
Into a kingdom free from snow 

Or anything freezy. 

Oth. O what filthy flittermice you are — 

Rank vermin of confused defota\itk,^l 
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Bom. This fellow lacks compliments woefully 
He has no kind of behaviour in him, 
Even to gentlemen of our odour. 



Oth. Prating goblins, high-dried mummikins. 
Half-starved nigger-looking toadyites ; 
A plague of leeches ; fury's worst muck ; 
Too foul for any scavenger's take-up. 



Fry. {charging on OTHELLO with pitchfork.) 

Come, hold your reproachful wagstaff. If any 
vengeance lingers in your heart, we have a 
sharp and notable cure at hand ; one touch of 
the panacea will make you drop your mettle 
like a nimbus voids water. 



Oth. Water ! O for one drop of cooling- 



Smar. There's no drowning stuff here for you, nor 
perspiration. It's all " hard and hotV* as the 
cat said crossing tlcve looi o? ^ burniag house. 
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0th. For cat's companions you are suitable ; 

For cats, or worse things, must have kit- 
tened you. 

Tar. Now such aspersions hece will never answer. 
Kid. We can't allow you to upbraid us longer, 
Black. For soon we all must show you who is 
stronger. 

Oth. Lame and trumpery spitfires you are all. 
Can hell no better servants qualify 
To execute its servile offices, 
And punish, by a better class of curs 
Than you, man for his hasty crimes ? 

Bom. Hypereloquent, sombre face. 
Fry. Loud, lofty words presumptuous. 
Smar. When our grand Master quits his place, 
Tar. You shall be Governor unto us. 
Kid. ^ Hale fellows all then we shall be, 
and \ And hope you'll count it glorious 
Black. ' To help us raise the flames you'll see 

Burn sinners here ivoIoivoms. 
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0th. For such an end was I made mortal man ? 
For this to come to pass — this mighty fall — 
Did vicious lago plan his wickedness ? 
And did the false Egyptian mystify 
For this, that handkerchief upon her 

thoughts, 
Whom I, in dutiful affection, called — 
My mother ? 



Bom. That rag, that rag, that little rag ; 
We know it very well ; 
For that was once the Standard flag 
That floated over hell. 



Fry. That ancient square, when all's revealed, 
Is our commercial lore ; 
It travels with a mission sealed, 
And speculates in gore. 



Smar. Spotted with berries, did you say } — 
Those spots are lecoxds ^nta 



Othello^ s Incurrence. 6 7 

Of deeds of darkness passed away 
In satisfying sin. 

Tar. Another spot for this man's wife 
Now marks the ruddy score ; 
He took the sweetest woman's life 
That ever loved a Moor. 



Kid. \ That handkerchief ! Oh! that handkerchief 
and > Has been impressed and sent 
Black. ) To her for whose doom that handkerchief 
Was villainously lent 
And she will curse the man who gave 
The blow that sent her to her grave. 
Chorus. He made her die to quicker shine, 
An angel in the realms divine. 

Oth. a truth in hell has a redeeming sound. 
I did, alas ! destroy that purity — 
That pearl of spotless innocence — ^that star, 
Which, when it closed, darkness was dark 
indeed ! 
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As her meek flesh cooled down into a corpse, 
My peace departed. Still to me, that clay 
Which once contained a living Desdemona 
Was the sole wealth and beauty of the 
world. 



Bom. YouVe past the place and past the hour 

Fry. To make repentance pay. 
Smar. There's no one in these pits has power 

Tar. To wipe your sins away. 

Kid. \ The very latest link of hope 

and > That flutters on man's breath, 
Black. > Your passion in its vengeance broke 
By self-inflicted death. 



Sudden darkness — heavy clouds — the fiends huddle aside in 
fear. Following flashes of lightning accompanied by 
thunder, a ccUm halo becomes visible — increases in bril- 
liancy through the dense mass of cloud, and ejects — 
accompanied by celestials — the soul of Desdemona, who, 
descrying Othello in a dismal abyss, and holding in 
Aer hand the fatal handkerchiefs exclaims v— 
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Des. Redeemless and deplorable Othello ! 

These lips that uttered blessings on you 

once — 
That found no work more pleasing than the 

prayers 
They lifted up to heaven in your behalf — 
These very lips must now pronounce a curse 
On him they once so tenderly adored ! 

Oth. O let my punishment be done in deeds. 

Down from heaven let bolts of vengeance 

come 
To crush me, but not such bitter wrath 
As words from your reproachful tongue 

convey. 
Go back, and leave me but in utter hell. 

Des. Who was it sent me to my long account 

With scarce a prayer } who did that fatal 

deed } 
'Twas not myself. Then, when you had the 
time 
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To cool, to come to reason, and repent. 
You flung in fury your own soul away ! 

Oth. It was repentance in its magnitude 

That drew the blade that stopped my burn- 
ing heart ! 
Conscience restored, mortified my soul 
With everlasting hatred of my body ! 

Des. The life these words might benefit, is gone ! 
Again you'll never sleep — never awake 
Out of this dreadful, sensible remorse ! 
Take back this handkerchief, 
{^Throws him the Jiandkerchief^ 

and with it wipe 
The tears of fire your punishment will draw 
Down cheeks that I once loved. 

{Sings) 
Pleasure calls me to the land 

Where angels never sigh ; 
Where no husband's hasty hand 
Demands a wife to die. 
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0th. O speak again without denouncing me — 
One kind and final word to which 
My ears may cling, deaf to all other sounds. 

Des. {sings). Where no daggers feed revenge, 

There I keep; 
Where no faithless love pretends, 
No arm in jealous vengeance bends, 

No eyes weep. 

0th. This knowledge of your happiness confirmed 
Tempers these flames to me. Your state 

revealed, 
Drives half my woes away. 
If I could always see you as I burn, 
I'd so provoke the keepers of this hole, 
That heaven for hotter fire would be im- 
plored 
To case hell's crater with ! 

Des. Try not to win me out of heaven, 

Nor forge one link to bring these kingdoms 
closer. 
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The gulf is terrible that separates 

The victim and the malefactor. 

{Sings.) 
How gladsome yonder region rings ! 

Dost hear the angels' voices 
Conveying to the King of kings 
Thanks for what His presence brings 
To each contented soul that sings, 

As each in bliss rejoices ? 

Celes, Come to everlasting bowers. 
Lovely Desdemona ! 
Come where never-dying flowers 
Shed their fragrance without showers. 
Peace is yours and joy is ours, 
Lovely Desdemona ! 
{Desdemona and Celestials glide away. Re-enter Fiends,) 

Fiends. Come, come, our brave fellow, our hearty 

0,0: 
Which way do you think you will now 
have to go ? 
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A long way, a short way, a hot one or cold ? 
Does it matter, we ask, to a dark man so bold ? 

Celes, {in the distance) 

While Othello's vain contrition 
Wails, without one intermission, 

Loss — too late to learn ! 
Desdemona goes for ever 
Into regions ripe with pleasure — 
Never to return. 

[Exeunt Desdemona and Celestials, 

Otr Turned enemy and gone ! This final act 
Brings my despair to its rank maximum ! 
Stop your understanding, O my soul ! 
Vengeance is not so cruel as this false 

dream — 
Is it a dream — or earnest desolation ? 

Fiends, Not quite earnest, O dear, no. 
But really, sir, commencing 
What, I have no doubt you know. 
Will surely end witVv leticvtv.^. 
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Bom. Not half the distance on to wailing borders 
Fry. Have you been led ; but wait ; 
Smar. Just let us once receive our orders. 
Tar. And then we'll guide you straight. 

I Behold our sulphury Sultan coming ! 
and \ 

Bt ack 1 ^^^^ you'll know if we are punning. 

{Enter Beelzebub. The fiends prostrate themselves 

before him, and sing.) 

Fiends, Unholy King; infernal King ; 
Great Prince of sin and woe : 
Accept this offering that we bring, 
And teach us where to go. 



Bom. {Rising to his feet points to OTHELLO and 

addresses BEELZEBUB.) 

A prize from the Mediterranean, sir ; 
No smuggled goods, sir, but a fair capture — 
Barring the rind of the animal. 
He's rather native to heat, sir. Hot-skinned 
And hot-headed ; aivd though used to it, sir, 
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He can't stand it well, for he boils over 
Quicker than the fire burns him, sir. 

Beel. Frynello, give ear ; Smartello, attend ; 

Targatti, Kidnappi, and Blackenpan, bend. 

{Each fiend rises as his name is pronouncedy and bows to 

Beelzebub.) 

To Othello. 

My good brother, so charmed am I with 

you, 
That, like a cat when she has caught a mouse, 
I'll try to please you for a little while 
Before I gulp you down my greedy maw. 
At least, I'll please myself in doing so. 
And if it pleases not my prisoner, 
The fault is his who rushed into my arms. 



0th. {Drawing his swords) 

If I have still the liberty to fight- 



Beel. That blade is no use here, tny l-^tid&x ^\\kcA. 
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I know your sterling quality to kill, 
And love you for your spank ferocity ; 
But all your chances of success are gone. 
Bombello, Frynello, Smartello, 
Targatti, Kidnappi, and Blackenpan ! 



Fiends, Here we are all for you, sir ; 
Ready to talk and do, sir ; 
When shall we, where shall we go ? 



Beel. At once depart to old Gomorrah's plains, 

Where this new candidate may use his sight 
In taking surveys of that promised land 

Whose fruit is rosy, and whose honey flows 

Like shining lava into brimming lakes. 

There wait for me, and while you wait, 

In kindness to your prisoner relate 

How many brilliant furnaces, all hot, 

We keep, for special purposes, in stock. 

And sundry other bits of information 

Drop into his ear to keeij hitn quiet ; 
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And if his fancy runs upon cremation, 
As soon as I arrive he shall try it. 



Fiends, All right, Governor, splendid play 
Now lies before us. 
Come, great Othello, come this way 
And encore us. 



Oth. What rapture now would raise this willing 
hand 
If I ha4 power — the power to kill my soul — 
To make a void of His own image, who 
Was never likenessed in these vampires' lives ! 



Beel. {picking up the liandker chief,) * 

The secret things of this small fabric I, 
And my friend lago, fully understand ; 
And so did this man's mother. Had he 

kept. 
As other sons have done, his mother's 

counsel, • \ 
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He might have slipped my clutches and 

been saved. 
This token of revenge I shall preserve, 
So precious in Othello's history. 

\Eooeunt, 



END OF ACT I. 



Othellxfs Incurrence. 79 



ACT II. 

Intermedi(Ue Transition.— T7u plains of Gonwrrah, Othello 
and the six Fiends discovered on a desert of smoking 
scoria. JFlanies issue from rents in the ground. 

Bom. Take him easy across this black crust ; 
Fry. This heat never will let his bones rust : 
Smar. a cure for cramp, and colic, and cold. 
Tar. Given here freely, but never sold. 

\ All men are not brave who come here 

Kid. 

from afar, 

and 

But this one's as brave as an old British 

Black. 

/ tar. 

0th. Because you are cowards of the deepest 
filth 
You vilify a conquered conqueror. 
Refuse of rankest rottenness was shot 
Yrom better use to be dotie u^ va^Q»>a. — 
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Corruption's reptiles ! Beastly in your 

shapes, 
Your vital lives are putrid in ideas, 
And every office of your baseness stinks 
With festering and foul depravity. 

Bom. Bravo, old iron-chops ! very well said ; 

Fry. He won't be quiet till he's laid in bed ; 
Smar. Nor lie down easy on coals, you'll find. 

Tar. For all our threats and our thrusts combined. 

Kid. \ But the flames as they flicker, 
and >Will make him finish quicker 
Black. / His malice in this merry land below. 

Oth. {pointing to the flames) 

It's better there in wrathful fire to lave. 
Than linger here, to let the sink-holes 
Of my head draw in your gutter-mud. 

Fiends, We must sing for our king. 
Which we cheerily do. 
While you are in our care 
We will all sing to yoM. 
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Oth. In your care ! do you call it care ? 

O sophistry ! this is your darling home ! 
Here you are fostered in the lips of muck, 
That speak the woe which darkness tries to 
hide. 



Fiends. Famous for work in these regions, 

Where trade calls for qualified hands. 
Hell never recruits its brave legions 
From any but desperate bands. 



{Enter Beelzebub ivith the handkerchief at the top 

of his fork^ 

Beel. March to this colour, my warriors bold ; 

The music shall come from the tombstones 

cold. 
The mouths of all graves are open to me, 
Whose tenants are worthy of notice from 

thee; 
But they come with such horrible groans 

and grimaces 
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That suit the " dead march " with its pitiful 
paces. 

(Dismal music.) 

Forward, my champions! — prepare to fling 

him 
Hea(J to the heat, when I give out the word. 

{All move forward, Othello suddaily halts,) 

Fork up this mutinous salamander 

Who stands stock-still like one triumphant 

In his loss ! Back-bone him, Bombello. 

(BoMBELLO makes a drive at Othello, who gallantly 
attacks the whole of the fiends ^ and 7vith his sword 
knocks the forks out of their hands, Beelzebvb faces 
Othello.) 

Have you come here to dare what never yet 

Man dared before my face ? Do you pre- 
tend 

To challenge my authority and power ? 

'Tis useless work. The doom you are to 
take 

Has passed the fiat of Om-tiipotence. 
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Oth. Your dirty lips do not become that word 
Your tongue can only utter to blaspheme. 
I dare all devils, and every shape 
That levels with me and below me. 
You are but a devil. Worse cannot be 
Than you. I of the two must be better ; 
Therefore I challenge old Beelzebub — 
That frightens all the babies in the world. 
Lots now in heaven whose faces you have 

paled. 
For those little darlings, whose tender hearts 
Could never injure you, Til take revenge ! 
Approach me, sir, my sword is not so long 
As your infernal ugly pitchfork prong. 

(Othello attacks Beelzebub, who calls out,) 

Beel. Bombello, Frynello, Smartello, 

Targatti, Kidnappi, and Blackenpan ! 

( The fiends having recovered their forks ^ rush tipon Othello, 
whoy seizing hold of Beelzebub's y^r>^, slashes round 
his swordy and levels the fiends as they advance upon 
him,) I 
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Regions roar ! 

{Thunder, lightning, flowing lava, smoke, groans, and 

tumult,) 

Ring the changes ! Feed the furnace ! 
Higher swell the burning tempest — higher ! 



{Enter additional fiends. All rush upon OTHELLO, 
overpower him, and drag him to the mouth of tlie 
yawning flames^ 

Oth. Heirs foundry sends no mercy upon me ! 
Payment now will soon close the fierce 
demand. 

(Turns his face away from theflatnes,) 

• Beel. Turn back your face ; respect this place, 
And all these imps of mine. 
It's nonsense now to breed a row. 
Since youVe passed out of time. 



There's one choice left you if you fear 
To plunge into tVvis fvt^ *. 
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And that is, to be loyal here 
To all my laws and minions dear, 

And act at my desire. 
I mean — to institute you devil, 
If you'll but swear you will be civil. 

Oth. O what mortification ! what disgust ! 
That ever such a proposition should 
Be made to man like me. Sire of hell. 
If I cannot fight, conquer, nor destroy you, 
111 never stoop to lick your beastly tail ! 

Beel. I'd almost take that option from you now, 
And force you. 

Oth. Such force is not in your prerogative. 

Fixed with conditions are alike our fates, 
Though varying in their evil relatives. 
If crime sufficient I had not performed 
To earn a lodging in this roaring gulf. 
Rather than be a devil I would ask 
Permi.ssion to return to e^x\5cv^>3cvaX.\> 
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By fresh additions to my wickedness, 
Might make my doom more sure. 

Beel. Your journey closes fast. 

{To the fiends:) 
Speed ! speed ! more speed ! 

{To Othello.) 
Now, General, you shall take your breakfast ; 
Dry toast and cinders, all at fever-heat. 
No stint in anything that we supply ; 
But when you're gorged don't be ungrateful. 

{Flames roar vehemently :) 
This ravenous region roars to draw you in ! 
When launched upon its molten tide, no 

more 
Your tongue will talk, but sound an endless 

roar! 
So now, if you've a final word to say, 
Utter it quickly, or you never may. 

Oth. False kindness \ for a devWs tv^-^^x Vvcv.^. 
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The words I'd wish to say, there's no one 

here 
I care to say them to. Yet, one pleasure, 
Without thanks to you, I feel this moment 
At this very throat of awfulness ! 

Beel. What is it ? I swear you shall not have it 

Oth. I have it — past your power of robbery. 

It tames these torturing flames amazingly, 
And takes the sting clean out of your sneers. 



Bekl. ril turn the powers all topsy-turvy, and- 



Oth. And what.? You cannot rob me of my 
thought. 
Thought is the charm that cools these 

furious fires. 
IVe seen Her in felicity, and I know 
Where I am going She will never go. 
Farewell, flintskin. I'll trouble you no more. 
(Othello leaps into the flames and, disajjcars>^ 
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Bom. (to Beelzebub.) 

He's gone, Captain. WeVe lost him clean. 
Fry. He can't come back. You told him so. 
Smar. Up to the last he was very fast 
Tar. We saw however that he was clever. 

!We never found a better Match 
Since we were nicknamed Lucifers, 

Beel. Dance now, and sing the Dungeon doom. 

to 

( The fiends y sifiging in chorus , dance round Beelzebub, wJio 
waves the handkerchief attached to his pitchfork,) 

This massive keep was built to limit 
Progressive crime in those now in it, 

And all who here are hurled. 
A certain check to eager sinners, 
Who are but brief and doubtful winners — 

A brief time in the world. 



Deep is the vault and broad its floor, 
Stocked vast with souls — vast room for 
more I 
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A climax for the vile ; 

A dungeon for the doomed ; 
Where only devils smile — 

A frightful smile assumed. 

Whack ! now we're off again. 

\Eo:eunt 



END OF ACT II. 
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ACT III. 

Final transition — Thesuburban vales of paradise—OTKEiAaO 
sleeping on a bank of roses y discovered — Gentle cascades 
falling — Mellow sunlight — Soft music. 

{Enter AVEMO, from bozvers on an declivity that 

leads to heaven)} 

Ave. She feels that he is certain to come here — 
And make this heav'n real heaven unto her. 
She counts upon his life's devotedness 
Opposed to one false moment's motiveness — 
One fever-pang of woe ! 
I'm sent by her to scan all heaven round, 
And watch his rising from the lower ground. 

{Enter Lavinia.) 
How much we who are saved, dear Lavinia, 
Do love ! Our same delights so mingle here. 
That one heart feels the same as all in 
heaven, 
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Where hours are not born, again to fly. 
Where time cannot live, time never can die. 



Lav. Have you found the olive Hero — 
O my Avemo ? 
Have you heard him breathing, praying. 
Or words of any kind conveying — 
That we might their meaning take 

Back to Desdemona's ears, 
And, for Desdemona's sake, 
Banish poor Othello's fears ? 
(Othello moves,) 

Ave. Through the soft winds that lull these 
altitudes 
I hear a sound ! 

Lav. The seraphim aloft 

Ave. Not those, Lavinia, but lower down 

About these weedless paths something 
awakes 
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My curiosity. O hope with me ! 
Receive this sudden and inspiring shower 
That springs upon me sensibly from her 
Who felt it first, yet prays to feel it more : 
She for whom we both have pledged our- 
selves 
To carry out a duty of delight 
On this new-born everlasting morning. 

Lav. Mark, as we wend through thicker bowers 

our way, 
What cheerful peace lays tint upon the 

leaves : 
On which the sun forbids to set — the moon 
To turn away — the clouds to gather gloom. 

Ave. As this inheritance is, so are we. 

Made pure to live amidst what's purified ; 

Or we should feel ourselves defiling 

As we moved these breath-of-heaven flowers 

Through vales that own us everywhere we 
go. 
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Hark again, Lavinia ! Again I hear 
Something approaching ! It is like the sound 

Of footsteps unacquainted with this place. 

(They descry Othello.) 
'Tis he at last ! the long-expected guest 
Of whom we are so eagerly in quest ! 
The very man — the substance of the hope 
That holds the bliss suspended of these realms 

To her who is so blissful. Let us hail 
His coming, till the noise o'erwhelms 

The lofty regions our alarms assail 

Lav. \ On the final side of Jordan, 
and > Immortal brother, you have found 
Ave. i The peace that follows Heaven's pardon. 
Snatched from torments safe and 
sound. 
Come, Othello, come and praise 
The Maker of such blessed ways. 

Enter LiNTRUE and Memoly higJter up the ascent^ 
Lavinia a^td Avemo turn to them and an- 
nounce the entrance into heaven oj Ot^^xa\-o^ 
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Now, lofty heralds, fill the higher skies 
With shouts triumphant for this mercy 
shown. 
A ransomed brother from the life that dies. 
Receive, proclaim, congratulate, and own. 
For here he stands on heaven's borders free, 
A wonder to himself and source of praise for 
thee. 



Lintrue and Memoly, pass up and tell 

Fair Desdemona that her husband's here ; 
Snatched from the mental passages of hell. 
Where pardoned spirits are not doomed to 
dwell, 
But find a transit to a holy sphere. 



0th. My puzzled soul an ancient feeling feels ! 
A dream is this } — a dream to mock me 

with } — 
Tricks played by fiends on wretched men 
condemned*. 
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To afterwards awake them from, and jeer 
At their intensified discomfiture ? 

{JDcsdemona descends from the highest glory ^ with cdestiaJs^ 

Lin. and Mem. (approaching Desdemana.) 

Your feet shall tread a willing way 
To meet a soul that's come to stay 

And love you here for ever. 
There's nothing in this scene of grace, 
More welcome than Othello's face. 
For in it there dwells not a trace 
Of lineage to a vicious race — 

Corruptive motive never. 

Noble from his birth and station, 

He was ever fond and free. 
A worthy son to serve his nation. 

And a faithful spouse to thee. 

He loved you when his spirit maddened 
With control-less forces heaving ! 

Loved you when those forces saddened 
Into pale repentaut feelm^. 
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He loved you when he sacrificed 
His weeping body for your sake ; 

And would have paid a thousand worlds- 
Oh ! if your corpse he could awake ! 



Oth. This is transportation in its prime ! 

A life of this is worth the deepest crime : 
But crimes are punished : this is rich reward, 
Such gifts as Heaven to upright acts accord. 
I must be counted free of wilful guilt, 
Though blood in battle I have largely spilt ; 
But never did I wanton evil plan, 
Nor cool, do any act to shame a man. 
My greatest fault was out of reason's pale — 
My death, the tempest that it could not 

quail. 
And if atonement for a wilful sin 
Is possible, sorrow might hope to win 
Pardon for unaccountable sad woes. 
Which slay the heart that ministers the 
blows. 
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Des. Minstrel Memoly, come to me ; 

Help me downwards past the shady- 
Sylvan windings known to thee, 
Whose charms exceed the smiles made 

■ 

free ^ 

Of a fair and perfect lady. 



Mem. Lo, I come, to do your bidding freely. 



Des. Lintrue, lend me all your powers;. 
Let your vocal rapture flow 
Through these glory-blushing bowers, 
As we all united go. 



Lin. Lo, I come, to do your bidding freely. 



Lav. ^ Behold ! a joyful union s nigh ! 
and > Impassioned hearts prepare to beat 
Ave. j To the bliss that now shall try 
Every other gazing eye, 
When these parted loveis m^^l. 
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0th. This most adverse and mystical career 
That moves me in eternity — explain ! 
Live I, or not ? Dream I, or what ? 
Is blessing real ? or misery ? or both ? 
This complex shifting cannot last for ever. 

(Desdemona approaches^ 

Art thou a phantom ? Oh, if thou art not — 
And if thou art that real — that blessed wife 
Which once was mine — how canst thou smile 
On him — this monster who 



Desdemona — {throwing her arms around Othello s 

neck and kissing him) 

Loved me so ! 
Had you not loved you would not have been 

rash. 
'Twas love that made you madly cherish me 
Above your own existence ! — solid love ! 
You suffered — not L I passed away in 

peace ; 
But you died in the cotvsdow^w^'s.'s* <^^ ^^i^lt. 
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Though not imputed to you by Him who 

knows 
The trials and intentions of the heart 



Oth. Mean you to tell me that my doom's re- 
versed ? 
Can there be rescue from the throat of hell 
When once a soul is plunged into its fire ? 



Des, You have not been condemned. You 

thought you had. 
Which thought was necessary to a mind 
So full of honesty — so sensitive. 
What you thought real fire and mocking 

fiends 
Was but the injured conscience seething 

through 
Its self-inflicting agonies, while death 
Was wrestling to complete his work — which 

done, 
Pardoned and savedyou^.t^— ^.^%w:t^'^'5aN^^ 
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As dead. Dead to earth, but unto heaven 
And unto me, alive for evermore. 



Oth. O bliss ! far greater than the loudest praise 
That heixyet in the mortal world receive. 
Nothing of this is known — nothing foretold 
Till in the new astonishment the soul 
Dips its first ecstasy and feels forgiven. 
Fm but a novice in eternity. 
O tell mo^ Dfesdemona, for my peace, 
As you have witnessed and experienced 

more, 
O tell me which is not — and which is TRUB» 



Des. In this reunion of our severed hearts 

We get of precious truth the ultimate. 

There are truths partial — passive — perma- 
nent. 

And truths that live beyond the narrow 
sphere 

Of human life, and never trouble it. 

"But when we throw \ive \€\\ ol ^citt^^q off^ 
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And cfaange our state to immortality. 
The whole of what we once considered true 
Sinks into nothing as it glides away* 
And then we joy for ever in that truth that's 
left. 

The only one we care for, wifdi is this — 

» 

The state we're now installed to occupy. 
In heaven we cannot be deceived. Here is 
The rich consummate endless fact alive 
That never changes inttot disappointment. 
Believe me, dear Othello, when I say 
There's nothing true — "there's nothing true 
but heaven/' 



THE EXD. 



The following are a few Press Opinions upon some of the 
Author's preznous Publications : — 

AXHENiEUM. 

" There is something about this writer from which we 
cannot part He has taken fast hold of our affections, 
and we are neglecting many other * caps and bells * for 
his supreme sake. We have much pleasant matter before 
us, and yet we feel that we have nothing which will not 
suffer by comparison with this particular author." 

Reformer's Gazette. 

" We think it our duty to mark, in a very few words, 
our high estimation of the writer's poetical powers, as 
developed in this volume, in which there is un- 
questionably some of the finest poetry in the English 
language. Some of the imaginative flights are equal in 
boldness and elevation to anything that we have ever 
read in any language." 

Kentish Independent. 

" There is in the work a vast amount of originality, a 
full flow of high, and, in some cases, gorgeous ideality, 
and flashes of sentiment and feeling perfectly exquisite." 

European Mail. 

" This work breathes a spirit of chivalry which is quite 
enchanting in these days of grossness. The hero is one 
of those who prizes honour above all else ; and the poetry 
is in keeping with this idea. The work will be read with 
interest — as much for its bold, original, and telling style, 
as for the instructive chaiactei o^ \Xs coxiXexAs»r 



British Officer. 

"The author possesses a perfect knowledge of the 
English language. In similes and metaphors he exhibits 
considerable skill ; his expressions are neat and pointed ; 
he avoids tautology and circumlocution ; and never fails 
to convey his meaning briefly and concisely." 

Liverpool Leader. 

" The reference to the uplifted swords with which the 
Scottish officers rallied round General Leslie on the eve 
of the fight at Dunbar, in token of fidelity to the royal 
cause, is, in diction, beautiful." 

Southampton Examiner. 

" That the author possesses the .ftculty divine in a 
high degree will not, we presume, oe disputed. His 
previous productions have already stamped him as one 
of the most original and beautiful poetisers of the present 
day, and we regret much that these are not better known 
and appreciated. The poem of * Trephely,* now under 
notice, is in plot perhaps startling ; but the depths of 
feeling and philosophy it exhibits, the expansive views of 
nature and the universe that it inscribes, the social and 
pathetic tenderness of its more subdued scenes, together 
with its purely original and interesting style, stamp this 
as pre-eminently his best work.** 



